instant more/' The mercer said that this wise advice had
probably prevented bloodshed.

"It shows you to what depths our City has fallen,"
he said, "when men will riot even in the Patriarch's
presence."

She wondered sometimes during the night if she had
really helped to save Justinian's life.   Had those men
planned to kill him?   If they had, they could have done
it, beyond doubt, when the door lay open.   Nicanor
could have done it. Her own share in saving him had
been contemptible.  Rhesus had done it all, by a little
practical sense, done as a matter of course, to keep the
audience on their own side of the stage.  If those men
had meant to kill, why did they not do it when Nicanor
came on to the stage?  They had tried to rush the stage
later. Could it be that Nicanor had come to gloat over
his victim?  Certainly, Theophanes had been a sick and
shaking man well aware that bloody deeds were planned
and that a bloody end would be his, if his friends sus-
pected that he had betrayed them.  She knew that she
loved   Justinian.    She   thought   that   she   had   loved
Hekebolos, but that was the folly of youth and a
degradation.  This was a flaming up within herself of
every talent that she had to help one who seemed to lack
all that she had, and to have at the same time all the
faculties she herself wanted. Yet she told herself that she
was not likely to see the Emperor's nephew again, save
afar off, on some stage or in some procession. She was
not in the political world as Macedonia had thought, but
out of it.  As she thought of the meeting and the riot,
she thought it likely that the Emperor's family would be
Swept away in the next few days. She could only wish
that she might be mixed up with them in that destruc-
tion. She slept ill, thinking thus.
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